THE    TRAIL    BACK
were carefully copied from the white man. Jam was the highest
delicacy they knew, and they consumed quantities of it. There
was hardly a native implement to be found in their tents, and
when by chance I found one and offered to trade for it, it
seemed to waken a sense of shame in them, to prompt them to
keep it as a reminder that they were after all Inuti, 'Men, pre-
eminently,5 and they would put a prohibitive price on it to
make the trade impossible.
Besides, I was no longer the free man I had been on the trail.
Here at Perry River I had found waiting for me a bundle of
letters, brought out by the Police sled. I had to answer some of
them, and that meant the resumption of relations with the world
outside. I was five hundred miles from Coppermine— not too
far, it goes without saying, to escape being hooked by the
grappling iron of the wireless and forced to send off telegrams.
Henceforth there was nothing for me to do but to plan to return
to that world outside to which I was now bound. I struggled
against the thought, told myself that in the igloo I had been a
king and Outside I should be again a slave; but there was no
returning to the igloo. I had no means of subsistence left; and
besides, it was not, I had to admit to myself, my world. Yet,
graceless and ungrateful as it may seem, every impulse in me
rejected my own world; and until I was out of Canada itself and
had heard that the war had started, I did not want to hear of
France, of my nation, of my family anxious for my return.
On King William Land, I did not miss that world in the
least. It was from the worries, the complications, the agitation
of that world that the Arctic had released me, and it was be-
cause of this that I had loved the Arctic. The blizzards had
been my allies. Remoteness had been my safeguard— and to
such a point that the Canadian Government, which possessed a
formal right to control my movements, had not known where I
was and had telegraphed to the Police for information concern-
ing the whereabouts of "Scientist de Poncins.* The Police them-
selves could only answer that I was 'somewhere west,8 and
Somewhere wesf was the address I found on the envelopes sent
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